Po'smt* 

So fwift, fo pare (hould yet appiy 
Jt ftlfe to us, and come fo nigh 
Earths groflencfie, there’s the how, and why } 
Is it became it fees us dull • 

And ftucke in chy here ? je would pull 
Vi forth by fome Cceleftiall flight, 

Vp to her ovine fublimed height > 

Or hath (hee here upon the ground. 

Some Paradife or Pall ace found 
In all the bounds of Beauty fie 
por her t’inhabit? there is it. 

Thrice happie houfe that haft rcceite, 

Por this fo foftiy forme, fo ftraice. 

So poIilh*d,perfe<ft 3 and Co even, 

As it flid moulded out of heaven* 

Notfwelling like the Ocean proud. 

But {looping gcntlyas a Cloud, 

Asfmooth as Oylepowr’d forth, and calmer 
As (Lowers, and fweete as droppes of Balme, 
Smooth, foft, andfweete, and alj a flood. 
Where it may runne to any good, 

And where it ftayes, it there becomes, 

A neft ©f of odours, fpice, and gummes* 

In adion winged as the winde. 

In reft like fpirits left behind, 
f Vpon a banke or field of flowet 9 . 

Begotten by the winde and fhowerr* 

In the fairejmantion let it reft. 

Yet know with what thou an pofFtft, 

Thou entertaining in thy breaft. 

But fuch a minde rnak’ft God a Gueft. 
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To Ben. lohnfon. 



rrHc Sunne which doth the greateft comfort bring, 

1 Jo abfent friends, becaufe the felfe fame thing, 

They know they fee, how ever abfent is, 

Here our btft Hay maker, forgive me this; 

is our Country ftile in this warmc (hine, 

I lie and dreame of your full meremayd wine l 
Oh we hare water mixt with ClarrctLecs, 
prinke apt to bring in dryer herefies, 

Then beere, good onely for a Sonnet ftraine, 

With fuftion Metaphors toftuflfe the braine; 

So mixt, that given to the thirftieft one, 

’Twill not prove Aimes unlcfle he have the (lone : 

Tis fold by Puritans, mixt with intent, 

To make it flrve for cither Sacrament, 

I thinke with one draught mans intention fades. 

Two Cups had quite fpod’d Hewers llltads. 

Tis liquor that will finde out Sut cliffs wit. 

Lie where it will, and m ike him write worfe yet ? 

Fill’d with fuchmoifturc in a grievous fqualmc. 

Did Robert Wifedom write his finging Pfalmes » 

And fo muft I doe this , and yet 1 thinke, 

It is a potion fent us downe to drinke, 

}) fpcciall providence, kcepes us from fights, 

Makes us not laugh, when we make legges to Knights: 

Tis that which kcepes our minds fit for our States, 

A medicine to obey our Magiftrstes. 

For wc doe live more free than you, no hate, 

No envic of anothers happy ftate 
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